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_ Allano “Gantawd Llywelyn,” 





O'r helfa, ar ei fuan farch, 
N Llywelyn daeth i'w lys, 
Gan seinio'i gorn, ac ato ddaeth. 
Ei deulu oll ar frys; 
Pan welodd wedd ei rian lân, 
A'i gwenau hawddgar hi, 
* Pa le mae Gelert ?' ebai ef, 
“Pa le mae mhlentyn i? 
Paham na ddaw y ddau yn awr 
A chroesaw mawr i mi ? 
“ Mae'th fab mewn hun—a thybiais i 
Fod Gelert gyda thi, 
“ Gad imi wel'd fy anwyl fab 
A'i wasgu at fy mron; 
Fy nhrysor pennaf ydyw ef 
Ar wyneb daear gron. 


Ar frys yr aeth i'w stafell ef, 
Cu'dd yno ddychryn mawr; 

'Roedd cryd ei blentyn wedi ei droi. 
A gwaed yn rhuddo'r llawr! 
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«Fy mhlentyn tyner, ebai'ef, 


'Fy mlentynanwyli; 

_ 'Rhyw lofrudd â'i ysgeler law 
Derfynodd dPeinioes di ! 

— A Gelerborywdywyllle 
A gododd ar ei draed ; 


A'ilygaid yn melltenu tân, 


A'i safn yn goch gan waed; 
< Ai tia wnaeth y weithred hon ? 
Oelyntostimi! 
_ A sydyn gydai'i gleddyf llym 
Trywanodd ef ei gi, 


A.! dyma lais o dan y cryd, 
Fel miwsig angel syw ; 
Ymgrymu wnai y fam a'r tad, 
Mae'r plentyn eto'n fyw ;. 
Wrth droi y dillad gwelant ef, 
Yn gwenu yn ei hun! 
Ac wrth ei ben yn gelain gorph, 
Mae blaidd o aflan Ilun. 
Llywelyn ddwedai yn ei loes, 
* O! Gelert ffyddlon gi, 
Achubaist ti ei fywyd ef, 
A lleddaisinau di! 
Cei faen o farmor ar dy fedd, . 
Anrhydedd fydd dy ran” — 
A'r cei wrth lyfu llaw y llyw, 
Fu farw 'yn y fan.,—-TalAaiarn. 
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WAIT TILL I'M REApY, 


Air—Wait for the Waggon.” 





One balmy summer evening, 
When ftripping round the hill, 

I found my sweetheart waiting— 
My own my handsome Bill ! 

And this is what I told him, 
“ You plague my very life, 

I've scarce seen eighteen summers 
So will not be your wife, 

€ CHORUS. 

But wait till I'm ready, 

Wait till Im ready, 

Wait till I'm ready. 

And I'll be your bride. 


I wait upon the dairy, 
The poultyy too, l feed ; 
The hay is yet to gather— 
The corn is all to lead ! 
There's sisters Jane and Nancy 
Have not yet lefttheschool; 
You see I can't be wanted, 
Then don't be such a fool, ; 
But wait till I'm ready, &c. 


Î And there's a little matter 
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T'd like to mention Bill ; 
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. You know I drink cold. water, 
While gin you often swill, 
You say its all for friendship, : 
“ _ Ín this, too, I agree; 
But friendship, gin, and pleasure 
Must all give way to me. 
So wait till I'm ready, &c.. 


There's Ned my sprightly cousin, 
He'd make a husband nice ; 
Poor soul I'm sorry for him, 
For Pve refused him twice, 
But somehow there's a fellow 
I still prefer to Ned, 
But while he drinks strong liguor, 
That man I'll never wed. 
So wait till I'm ready, &c. 


You promised to besober, 
But that's just the old song ; 
Besides when I am right Bill, 
You know I can't be wrong. 
The folks who drink cold water, 
All lead a happy life ; | 
So join the temperance army, 
And claim me for your wife, 
'Then Pll be ready, 
Then P1l be ready, 
'Then I'll be ready, 
And be your loving bride, 





